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Drinking Water 

Ly Jim Penny 



all^* hats 
of ti e cc 


tlreiievv 


"he 1 api d 
fler Inoining 


rly-fcealon 

potatoes" on the s^c- 
ond blistering afternoon of a hotter hour past lunch, the discussion of the 
than normal August in eastern North 
Carolina. 1 it Mas. The jisep fur- 



rows of the^p!5 ;ato 3 I 0 W LaifJ the 
cool sand thafnad not raced this bru- 
tal sun in well over a year; the brown, 
damp soil turned quickly to grav, dry 

: lien, 


food that was and the weekend that 
would be had both v ithered in the 
unre lentil g 1 Leat. We 1 vent abotft our 
labor, dUtorffconS berrr On simple, if 
ragged, survival, approaching the 
ends of the rows, each in turn, those 
in frcjnt h elnin^ those to the rear, no 
jetting to 1 rr ahead o * to ) far 
quartz stonesT'and errant rusfecTbot- behind. I to mely die fn^t 01 the 
tie caps from hot seasons and thirsty last, but usually toward the middle, 
diggers past. sometimes helped, sometimes help- 

We were an im/adin^T^fce, ' crip- Jjhfo always pu ling the coimtle^, 
ping the jtn i of Ihe j luscious tbers from the avaged coil 
blue-greeflT vines - and occasional 1 he en d 01 meant a 

potato blossoms, leaving in our wake break in the shade, a cup of cool 
the naked, drying soil, ripped in rows 


dirt, pockei-4vith- sweet, 
orange tub^fTTts mots, 4ccasJ 


onal one 


long hidden,^jMgled i*mh ^kherc 
stringing vine; and /cliuwir^teave 
The fruits or our labors werelines 
of wooden crates from Mexico filled 
with “Number One Sweet Potatoes” 




bound for ti pearly 
Raleigh. 

There, 
two, maybe 



orth 


"going price would be 
three, times what we 
would get next month. The boxes 
were arranged in ;a|gs^ lines 
corridors in ;he dust 
the men who would 


f ( 


me to lean]! a b rie; 
med breeze that sti rre< 
wild cherrytfei 
in an orange Igloo cooler on a con- 
crete block under the tallest cherry 
tree, five gallons, a clmnk of block 
ice, 3ne cup, and six people, five 

I was second in line to drink, ana 
for the first time in my fifteen years, I 

ndeniable 

thl 


grunt, 



ltim 
hfg^ancl 

stack them on my daddy’s old flat- about my age drained the cup, sighed 
bed truck with six in-line cylinders, in the lingering pleasure of cold water 


dual rear ti 
gear. The 



;s, alid 
uck 

heave its loa< 
sand of the newly pillaged field. 

Six of us worked quietly in bare 
feet, short pants, thin or no shirts, 


d the cup,Tk 
oke-green glajs 
ngOM^d dfegn, to me. 
reached for the wet cup, still 
cool from the chilled water, the inten- 
sity of the moment searing my brain, 


jjp H©fe(r Ipiud Ephil 

real dreams, real uieird 

I woke up this morning thinking that it 
would be a really good idea tn qeneti- 
call / eng neer butt erflie s to eat the wood 
in 1 1 anted oinc trees in a c^rtair. pattern 
so that people didn’t have to cut the 
trees down with chainsaws. My initial 
thought was that the butterflies should be 
brilliant « ^descent indige and green, but 
that seemed a bit snow ' for such a blue- 
collar genetically engineered butterfly. 
Instead, ! decided m a mane black with 
yellow spots and some graphite gray. 
That was an easier gene sequence to 
steal directly from termites, anyhow. It 
was also of some concern that the lum- 
berjack butterflies nigh* eat into houses, 
but the 'e was anoth sr c ene sequence 
that might keep th cm av ,o y leom houses 
altogpti'^r. And if not, we could always 
poison them. 

— J.P., Hillsborough 

I go out into the froi it yard of my 
motner’s house in t te dim early morning. 
Twu of my uncle’s biiyinly coined race 
cars are parked on the lawn (In reality he 
used to drive sporty convertible). My 
mother and a middle-aged female friend 
or relative come out of the house in night 
gown: ; an< I then ra :e Ic udlv down the 
road i l the race c?. s. V/ her they come 
Dack in a tew minu:es ine mend says the 
exhaust pipe has cracked open. She 
parks the damaged car on the front 
porch. Now the car has shrunk to the 
size of a suitcase and is burning, so I am 
thinking about nayne d egging it out into 
the yard to kee p th< s hoi ist from catching 
on fire. Suddenly the car is beside me. I 
look up at an unlit street lamp high 
above me and the car. Then I look back 
down at the car, and up at the light 
again. The bulb is s fi| l unlit 

— H.G, Raleigh 

I dreamt I saw a statue titled The 
Goddess of Flight It showed a woman 
in an airline seat, throwing up into a 
bucket. 

— a/7 &Q_J ur,?am 

P. ease -send txcerp.s from your 
dream journals to Jenny at 
mermaid@blotterraq.com . If nothing 
else, we love to read them. We 
won’t publish your whole name. 
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burning my soul far beyond anything 
the glaring, scoffing sun, glinting 
from the lip of the cheap five-and- 
dime glass, could ever do to my 
shirtless back. White people didn't 
drink aft^T>|)loreds, ar unexplain- 
able, hererafoce immutal le, and 
apparently u, 1 tenab 1 AawS^kri 
the cusp of eternal damnation. 



There I stood, cup in hand. 

There was no visible spit on the 
rim, but I had watched those brown 
lips, heard that soulful sigh, and even 
imagined a slight string of spittle 



I wonder if she savior felt, my 



ELECTRIC 


for the sliorcciiirmui e 

Scant! 


www.b!^u trier tiirttBra ity.n^m 


w 


3001 HILLSBOROUGH S? 
Ralpoh 


' 

1 


pause. Did the others? Did they feel 
the same for having to drink after me? 

I held the glass in my right hand 
not wiping the rim, drew my water 
with the left, raised the cup to my 
faA, gazed at the distorted reflection 
of 



y losen li 
it all, i 



rif 



;ue, and 
old chill 


that burned my throat. 

Was this burning the mutation I 
feared? Was it m r soul in flight, flee- 
ing its sSiled ar a impureWessel? Was 
it the end ot t hii lift*4-mad known, 
would I be shunned by friends and 
relations, chased by dogs, cast beyond 
purgatory now that I was one of the 
damned, haa di unf behind the 
colorec 

ly throat thawed while the chill 
spread through my heated innards, 
bringing a shiver to my spine, and I 


d the cup 
eman behinc 


older 



CREATIVE 

METAL&MITHS 

Don H. Johnson | Kim Mail land 
117 E. FrankJnTSTT Cn^eFTlill 
91 9-907-7037 rrpqfivpmpfqErnii-hs 
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I Jim Penny says, ‘I am an applied 
siatisiician for a s nail cenification test- 
ing cbmr any^ ne" r R TP. In my spare 
time, 1 wander abound Raleigh in a kilt 
spending money I don't have in bars 
my mama warned me about. I don't 
up potatoes any more, but I had 
: sp endin > money vlien I did.” 
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Paper Cuts 

Books Ifou Might Not Have Read 
Bg Martin K. Smith 


By-Li. 

edite 



Ernesi 

H 



r umn of water and 

Sc riBner’s, 1967 hoot in ids aw. ’ 


feels slack and out he bursts 
headed across and in, then jumps 
wildly twice more seeming to 
hang high and stiff in the air 
before falling to throw the col- 
umn of water and you can see the 

* d r 



rnest Hemingway is a fea- 
ture of the American liter- 


The bull 


simple stati 
canon; he’s 



is a 
the 

ologized ancitaught; 
everybody reads him at least once in 
the course of a standard education 
(usually his s t 
There’s not 
arguing wb 
“bad” writer. People don’t debate on 
whether, say, Pilot Mountain is good 
or bad — i 
Her ii] 



(This piece also mentions the true 
Plaza de stor y °f an old Cuban who hooked a 
j c k humcngLUS mailin, which dragged 
en j him ou^onto, 


ocean. 


He 


The s P ent rvo M 


lrift> 



tiyj u muTtg^nd fighting 

yellow and red Spanish flag was off sharks tr 7 in g to eat his catch— i.e. 
floating over it. Carriages were the g ist of Hemingway’s novel The 



Old Man and the Sea.) 


entrance. 


e dialogue 
is segment 



sc 

al 

si; 


sound a bit stilted. 

Men were selling water out of big reqnTih some backstory: in 1956, in 
bottles Kids Africa, he and his wife Mary survived 
two small-plane :rashes in the space 


terra cotta water 



ly living 

as a new>p#prr ^tfespfcLcMit. Even 
after his fiction found success, he 
could still be persuaded into occa- 
sional journalism, despite grumblings 
on how it 
“real” work. 

turn down a paying gig.) The pieces 
in this best-of collection cover his 
whole caree 
Almost all ai 
ates with 

bullfighting, hunting-and-fishing. All 
are in a style I link not just with him e en J°y e 
but with 
hard-boiL 
trashed 

cal” sensibility. It’s a flat, deadpan 
voice uttering short sentences — a 
newsman’s simnle statements of fact — 


old fans, 
almonds in £ 
abs of ice cream. T 




gay and cheerful but all intent on 
pushing toward the entrance. 
Mounte 
leather o 
slung over 
horses like statues, and the crowd 
flowed through.” (1923) 



thou 




or, if he fgets w< 
something, a train o: sho 
coupled by conjunctions. In the early 
pieces it has a kind of rat-tat-tat 
monotony like a typewriter or a tele- 
graph key. 



in a Hand-sawTInging scream, tne 
marlin leaps clear and long, silver 
in the sun long, round as a 
;shead*&ad bafi^4 with lave 
en he goes int 
throws a column 

spray like a shell lighting Then 

he comes out again, and the spray 
roars, and again, then the line 



to lyric; 
somethin 


AW Wl All V i/Ct AWAMAll V '/D i- 

The Blotter's Jc liriry Ftrct 
His debut novel, W&kk.s Up 
I Ear^r 3006 - 

[•rmuH'od ji^Ij 
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of a week. Garbled reports reaching 
the outside world said they’d been 
killed, so on returning to civilization 
they got to read their own obituar- 
ies.) 

Miss Mary woke up and said 
“Haven’t they brought the tea? 
And what are you reading?” 

“Darling,” I said, “I am 
observing the early-morning traf- 
fic of Nairobi and reading a 
number of obituaries that came 
last night.” 

“Darling,” Miss Mary said, “I 
really wish you would not read so 
many of those obituaries. I think 
it is morbid probably. Anyway 
we are not dead and so it is rather 
an affectation. We never read 
other people’s obituaries and I do 
not really see why we should read 
our own. Besides it could be bad 
for you.” 

“I quite agree with you,” I 
said. “But it is becoming a vice.” 

RCSC #190 

registered cranioscral therapist 
by appointment only 

919-688-6428 siberman@mindspring.com 


Altered Image 

Hair Designers, Inc. 

1113 1/2 Broad St 
Durham, NC 27705 
(919) 286-3732 

QUEEU MATTRESS SETS 

PLUS-H I OP Set Si 55- 
PILLOW TOP Set- S1SD 

"□HAND WAIAL. ft UKAIN J NLW 
St in pattt; with warranties 
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“Darling,” Miss Mary said, 
“don’t you think you have 
enough vices already?” 

The war reportage holds some 
historical interest for its wide range. 
He covered Greece vs. Turkey in 
1922, the Spanish Civil War from 
1937 to ’39, and China under 
Japanese invasion. He even landed 
with Allied forces on D-Day, right 
up there in the line of fire. (I was also 
interested to note that in the 1930’s 
he was an isolationist. He saw that a 
second World War was coming, but 
felt America should steer clear of it if 
possible.) 

I confess to skimming through 
the sports stuff, not being a sports 
kind of guy. And to be honest, none 
of the pieces stirred me as much as 
one might expect from a Literary 
Landmark. That’s one problem with 
being a Literary Landmark: your rep- 
utation precedes you. His rep was a 
toughie: that of a butch, strong- 
silent-type, the kind of man’s man 

The Armadillo 

By Garry Somers 


« "X Tou’re quite certain 
that we have 
JL enough petroleum, 
Antic?” Mrs. Arnette said to the 
man driving the blue Eldorado. He 
glanced over at her, using the rear 
view mirror, but did not respond. 
This did not faze her in the slight- 
est — Mrs. Arnette rarely paid 
attention to those people to whom 
she was talking. Her love was the 
art of the monologue. Soliloquy. 

The man behind the wheel, 


whom nobody would expect to even 
think about creative writing, but who 
up and wrote stuff. I see it as a kind 
of large shadowy dark thing named 
The Hemingway Mystique, that fol- 
lowed him around like a haint, and 
cast a distorting veil between the out- 
side world and the real person. 

I still respect the guy, though 
(which is why I have refrained from 
referring to him as “Papa” or 
“Hem”). He saw combat in several 
wars; he survived two small-plane 
crashes, three divorces and a Big 
Literary Reputation. His style works 
best in his fiction, where he describes 
intense and gut-wrenching events in 
that flat factual voice, leaving the 
readers to color in the emotions 
themselves. So if you haven’t read 
him before, go to the novels first — 
then, if you like his fiction enough, 
you can come back to these dis- 
patches. 


who had been Mrs. Arnette’s occa- 
sional driver for many, many years, 
had developed the ability to tune 
the woman out, or rather tune out 
his own habit of responding to the 
things that she said. He also sup- 
pressed a smile for her word 
selection. She meant “petrol,” of 
course, and affected this mistaken 
usage for his sake because she 
thought it was Continental. 

The smile he suppressed was 
balanced by the slight annoyance 
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he had for the woman, who for rea- 
sons surpassing his understanding 
called him Antic, a word for which 
he could not find the associative 
etymology, for his name was Sanjiv. 
He now^s?^med that she mispro- 
nounced 
out of si 
tate. 

“Yes, ma’am,” was all he said. 

The Cadillac tore down the 
highway, the sate ar d cactui^sert 
peeling by to t hJ m omsfrgffious 
thump-thump-thump of old con- 
crete expansion joints under the 
thin skin of aspha t. Mrs. Ar lette 
didn’t notice. She wcs not con- 
cerned with thv: j€mriJ?y,\fitn the 
things-between-things. She had a 
set of rules for those things that 


Actually, her former husband’s, his 
pride and joy, Sanjiv understood. A 
fairly substantial piece of Detroit 
iron in the two-door coupe style. 
Terrible fuel economy, but to speak 
of such things in Texas was t|nta- 
rnount tc committing 
lm^^ii w^ olegmg. Si 
led under his bream" just one 
hmm-hmm, quietly enough that 
the ladv didn’t hear. 

ft 11 name was 
lgfe-f-didn’t know 
why Mr. Arnette had left “ms wife, 
although he had his suspicions. 




Sanji/s ow 
somewhere 



was 


required he 
list one mrfeh 
window 



valuable attentic x, a 
d c out the 
not on «awist. She 
supposed that this might be attrib- 
uted to her childhood, when her 
father would take the familv on 
interminable vac; 
things that "me res>»e^ 
couldn’t, but this didn’t stop him 
from pointing them out. He would 
entreat his [wife llnd children to 
“Lookee, Loskee, y i’ll, ouuh^s tar- 
board winde4^n^w«nVi6ef^ one 
looked, they were unable to deter- 
mine what it was he wanted them 
to notic e, ft couldT)e a lone scrub 
pine as o£&eJi a# a T|nf hjrii v ith 
six-foot 

“Petroleum is the true root of 
all evil,” Mrs. Arnette said to 
Sanjiv. He jifethit even twitch, she 


;ed wife 
t; that is, 
Nort k-erf Shufil- G**^4fn»* B m he 
loved it here. Sanjiv found it espe- 
cially Texan to be driving very fast 
on a long straight two-lane road in 
£ powerful car. if someem comi 
ipp-4?ehind him^waAtecl tT’^o <N*en 
faster, or if he was that faster car 


eve 


30 th 


W; 


noted. “As kiesert f eop 
know this.’ Nothmg^ So^f^ 
going to be one of those days, she 
thought. A hard nut to crack. 

It was Mrs. Arnette’s Eldorado. 


closing on a slower vehicle, there 
ere occasional exira wide shoul- 
rs in the road called Ciurte; 
nes for t h e^Aertv en u4 m-efe+e s t 
move out of the way. Which they 
always did. Sanjiv found this 
unhlelv behkvior in the Wilder 
Wesi fasyinatlng. His wife, ho 
evei* had h^fc-etWiving, 1:1 Texas, an 
despite everything he understoo 
about American women, he had 
been unalJle to tonvince her to stay 
ith him. A mi >take, if co irs p, f<|r 
eif nmftk?ge WHiav^ .veAa* 
pened — everyone had told him. 
Marrying for love, Sanjiv knew, 
had tfeen the real error. And 
th marry outadfi^ne’s people, also 
ai m is tell e r ShVfaerd fallen in love wi 
his surface — his dark skin, his 
beard, his turban. Of such things 
failures are made. Even when she 


had been so enthusiastic in her 
study of Sikh, the precepts of The 
Gentle and Clear Thinking Swami, 
he had known in his heart that 
their time was short. Ah, well, he 
thought for the millionth time. 

1 “M^^jpeKe^I aC^not from 
riro-td esert, yot^kile>wfe4re replied 
quietly. “Mine are mountain peo- 
ple.” But she didn’t even look at 
him, miitinmruihei own one-sided 
conversion. 



th ffl ia the^ggg^tt American 
desert, and here we are,” the 
woman said. “I believe, however, 
that God never intended for man 
to In uman^ are water 





creatufifes. Wt rcquile^ftoisture; we 
crave~TF. Look at all of our artwork. 
The clouds in the sky are represen- 
tations of the beauty of water.” 
Arnette’s lands fluttered in 
of her face Tii^strang€ butter- 
flies. Sanjiv’s gaze rested on the 
older woman’s eyes, which were a 
handsome brown, and large in a 
y tha made hei seem demure, 
er nair was ^ s loftanlt curly gray, 
but not the gray of old age. Instead 
her coif was a shade carefully con- 
sidered by a team o : experts in the 
knowledge cf wiat detracted, what 
oOOthe#f^l4?t seemed^oth youth- 
ful and experienced. If she would 
just keep some of her thoughts 
unspoken, Sanjiv thought, she 
d be a fine catch, as ihe ever- 
ical Ameri^J^idi’Jm Jfrated. 

“And still we come to the desert 
to build our cities. Nineveh, 
mascus,” Mrs. Arnette paused. 
otWlXnr AM Lubbock.” She 
el^Wfor an insta#t at the rear 
view mirror. There it was, the 
flicker of his eyes at her for that 
last. Got him, she thought. 




ercadoocasio 


In feudaH^pan, thousands of years ago, in time ti of despair and wdf, there where legends of the 
coming oLanl iHUswofM ^^^^O^hc^^itinhis ‘ffichari ted brukh, wouldT^alnt «mages so 
beautiffcljjyat ;he te vhr/wbfi&t fighting woul d »a? p apon tkejaa ajaJ_£orget $11 Jhe^ vihepb fight- 
ing over, vanquishing the woes of the people, bringing peace and harmony to the land.... 




www.artologie.org 


L .VlV fe lV.Vl fe — | 

are only 


ten 


b 


g 


1 


you 


TMs page: 

Duplicity 


Opposite, top down, left to right: 

In Summer’s Wake, 
Neo-Ameri :an Ge isha Study I, 
y * m ^Masier of None 


ink 


in 


ew . 







Blotter 


page 10 


August 2004 


Submit 


The Blotter 

Needs and Wants Your Contribution 

So Give It Up 

We prefer e-mail submissions in all cases, 
and they go to 

mermaid@blotterrag.com 

or paper copies can go to 

Jenny Haniver 
PO Box 175 

Hillsborough, NC 27278! 

Send us: 

Short prose (stories and 
nonacademic essays), 

Poetry, 

Photojournalism/-essay, 

Journalism that goes beyond or 
beneath what you might find 
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Comix, and 
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Do not send original work of any 
kind! Your submissions will not 
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e-mail submissions, but no other 
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e-mail body or send paper copies 
to the P. O. box above. 

We will not type anything for you. 
Handwritten stuff is really not 
considered; we need an electronic 
copy of all text, and you have to 

supply it. 

An e-mail address or reply SASE is 

required before we will respond. 

Try to send stuff that is somehow 
resonant with what we have 
already published. 

We strive to be apolitical. Bear 
that in mind. 

You keep all copyrights but allow 
us to print your work one time. 
There is no payment yet. 


“All of the world’s great think- 
ing began in the desert. Egypt. The 
Jews of Yore. Christianity. Islam.” 
Mrs. Arnette frowned. “Why do 
you suppose that is, Antic?” That 
one was just for fun. 

“My name is Sanjiv, ma’am,” 
Sanjiv said, caught off guard. He 
bit his tongue. Difficult woman. 
Didn’t she know about Buddhism, 
or... 

“What about the...” 

“Hin-doos? Right. I suppose 
there are exceptions to every rule,” 
she said. “But that’s beside the 
point. Let’s stick with those 
Muslims. Can you please explain to 
me your idea of Heaven? What can 
you be thinking when you believe 
that paradise is a land with ninety- 
five beautiful young virgins at your 
beck and call? What normal adult 
man wants a plethora of simpering 
teenagers wandering around, with- 
out the slightest bit of sexual 
experience?” Mrs. Arnette said, 
leaning back in her seat, clearly on 
a roll. “It’s like you men have no 
imagination. Are these real women, 
or just ethereal figments of the 
dearly departed? Who are these vir- 
gins? What happens after you have 
sex with them in the air-condi- 


tioned tents of Paradise? Do they 
get to leave? Or is their deflower- 
ment erased overnight? Is spending 
eternity in Paradise with some dys- 
functional dead man punishment? 
Isn’t spending life with them pun- 
ishment enough?” Stopping to take 
a breath, she rolled her eyes in the 
direction of the rear-view mirror 
for emphasis. 

This was too much, thought 
Sanjiv. He felt his hands squeeze 
the steering wheel. 

“Mrs. Arnette, I am not 
Muslim,” said the man. “I am Sikh. 
We have talked about this before.” 
It was too late. She had gotten his 
goat — another fine American 

idiom. 

“Of course. My mistake,” the 
woman said. 

Sanjiv flipped the switch on the 
dashboard to illuminate the big 
Cadillac’s headlights. Daylight was 
collapsing with the rapidity one 
found only in the desert. There was 
a scuttering in the road out in front 
of the reach of his headlight’s 
beam. He shifted his foot over to 
the brake pedal and pressed down, 
but the heavy vehicle rolled all of 
its weight up into its shoulders and 
pushed back against the brake. 


Jazz , Tap. Bat Sat, Hip -Hap, Masia Theatre. Pra- Dance 

BROADWAY DANCE PROJECT 
E1B.B35.D34I - www.farDariwaydancEiirDject.cani 
1105 Capital Blvd. - Raleigh. NC 27303 
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side of the road. Flashlight, he 
chastised himself, but didn’t go 
back to the Eldorado to retrieve it. 
The twilight would have to be 
enough for him to see what he 

s ftfrefTts up perm ost Tegs pa^ 
at the night air. Strauge looking 



Armadillo, he thought, attempting 
to steer the Eldorado safely over the 
top of the little armor-plated crea- 
ture. But the animal wasn’t 
cooperating and ducked-and- 
weaved /3*>|f 
commit 
wheels. 

Ba-dump! 

“We’re going too fast, Antic,” thing, Sanjiv thought. As if made 
Mrs. Arnette said. by an alien god, njther than an 

“Mrs. Aaawtte, we spu an Earthly erne, Ek imagined that it 

animal,” Saujw%e pjJe e k was n« ofrt hia l v alid uy — of 

“Stop the car,” she said, other ways of thinkingT The 

“Please.” Off guard again, Sanjiv armadillo was indeed going to die. 
brought the boat coasting to a ;top. If not bv tKfc force of the collision 
“What ^ r 2 s it?’ Mrs Arnette with 
asked. from 

“An armadillo, ma’am,” Sanjiv night, those 

said. He began to explain, but Mrs. hunted. 

Arnette cut lim off. He felt rather than heard Mrs. 

“Gc bacx a ad see i it s OK.” arnette come ip tehind nmk tfe 
“Mama, w^raxi it-bveiL” Sanjiv sVs^fied, for she- rAer got out of 
said. “Surely, if it is not dead it the car between beginning and end 
soon will be.” He felt his shoulders points of any of their journeys. Not 
rise in a slow shrug. to use the facilities, I aor to get a soft 

“Go look, pKo^ Ant'tr ” Mis. q rink or something swefct. Icfiterii 
Arnette, h cf *t o ne Older and or exiting tm»H<ar^eaw) f rf co upe 

half plaintive. Disarmed, the driver involved wrestling the front seat 
put the car in Park and flipped on belt shoulder strap out of the way 



:ert linly 
crs&Mre^ o^L the 
that hungered and 



the hazard 
door to pin: 
out and ma 



;ome amount of crawling, and 
Sanjiv ] lad yet o give Mrs 
it vrss a distinc 



future possibility. So the back seat 
was her throne. Now, standing, he 
was a head taller than she was. He 
tilted towards her for a moment. 

“Bring it back to the car, Antic, 
and put it in the trunk,” Mrs. 
Arhette requested. 

h, ma ant Tipis ta-#*£>ad idea, 
I think,” he said. He touched the 
side of his turban for a second, 
withe ut knowing why. 

“ wS cannot leaveme creature 
here or the fa J. ItNe#*r right,” she 
said. “You will pick it up and place 
it in our trunk and we will bring it 
with us.” 

“Mrs. Arnette. t will not live. 
It has been crushed under our 
wheel, Sanjiv protested softly. 

“Antic, I know the animal is 
going to die. I just don’t want it to 
re. It was our fault, ”lfce said, 
oice steady-^nd unnerving. 
Sanjiv inhaled and tried a different 
tack. 

“Mrs. Arnette.TV wounded ani- 
I s an uncle in animal. Ritually 
nclean. It E a rawest Jsy — faith — 
to pick it up, he said. He felt a 
momentum growing. “Among my 
>eople, the butcheriig of animals is 
handled by >pedial reople who do 
LatJwt mf +hk g. ' Well, he 
thought, it is only partly a lie. 

“You have to put it in the trunk 
of the automobile,” she repeated. 


S’ 


cannot 
he lied 



can- 


Iward the 


6 u frit 0 s r lit 0I7N a c 1 os U 
Fabulous Homemade Sahas & Great Margarita* 

Hand ju-jatu rdi| 1 1 i rri - 1 0 p m flflsfd iundav Oil 

III W fiosfuurv St Csirhars tjrrhuiritos.tam SJJiOllD 


woman sigh, and knew that the 
moment had passed. 

Mrs. Arnette stood there, look- 

e ct Te dying animal in 

lijtt y • 

“You Arabs, you have so many 
rules for things that make life 
nearly impossible,” she said. Sanjiv 
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“Most ofime 
has suivvei 


irgages wc re taker, in light ram or immediately tallowing a snrm wh£hJ2| sun came light ou f . Though one 
or TionMs in th^ same spot most lasted onlv a rpin ^te^ two. .. especially in traffic. None of them were set 
up, I shot 'em where I found 'em. 

“I have increased the contrast in all of these images to emphasize the sharp transitions in color. In some images I've 
replaced the specular white with black which brings out the subtlety and variety in color. They all have been sharpened a 


bit; I sharpen all digital images before 
are pretty mucfc^fR^ afflor^ anc 
“I view myself lot as an artist) 
er and a photo restorator.” 


^ng. Other than thai 
when I shol them 
ber of light and static im 


no enhancement or effect or color has 
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ital retouch- 
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QUIT WHINING! 

Subscript idiisCbpb 
only $25/year 

Orter onl 


almost rose to the bait — lovely idiom — 
but he bit the inside of his cheek hard, 
wincing from the pain. “I’ve had this 
idea for some time now. How to stop 
the troubles with all of you in the 
Middle East. We B take all of those 
n; and get thei 
_JU_ it- Q q r> tip- tit 

Sanjiv sighed quietly!— Hed heard 
this one before. Mrs. Arnette elaborated. 

“Move them all, loA stock and bar- 
rel, to West T£xaS. We clear B 1 o. the 
folks ; nj^est |Tex js o ut Ifirs t. of course. 
Tell the Palestinians they get *al£of that 
desert, all the roads and phone-lines and 
houses free-a^d-clear as part of the deal. 
They ^ci the j Tok cyfTt^L t^^oock for 
their /ery own. ]n \ couple of ^ears 
they’re allowed to decide if they want to 
join the United States as a common- 
wealth or protectorate or what- 
liavc you. In the jpesn tinsr^hef^s np 
r eed for them to 1 ave m ^Frh) ’ they cm 
buTd their own mosques as they please, 
and there’s no more fighting with the 
Israelites. Everyone wins.” Sanjiv could 
:ar the hand c ^"-you 
Mrs. Arnett p’s voice 


he asked. 

“It’s the birthplace of Buddy Holly,” 
MrsJAmette 

af the peopL 


“Good idea, ma’am,” Sanjiv said in 
a near whisper. 

At that moment, the armadillo 
chose to die. His armored claw-feet 
scrabbled in the roadside dust for a sec- 
ond and then stopped. Mrs. Arnette 
anc . SanjwloEkec do vn, out^there was 
dhalost ™rbkigjL si, ofcuikre ground 
under the darkness of a moonless Texas 
sky. 

“Dd^n,” ^fresaid prefer her breath. 

“Wc should go, ma’am,” Sanjiv 
said, and wi thout* fu ^he^ coaxing the 
two walked back to the car. The man 
held the door, and Mrs. Arnette swiftly 
settled herself under the dome light that 
the ft^esIThu pfbfcr oflm^lhs and such 
might Wer tli ^C^ Bill^c. ^|njiv took his 
plac eJam ind the wheel. He pulled onto 
the empty road and accelerated to 
night-cruising speed. The car was quiet 
egee&t for the him [ of welWmaed com- 




bustion. 

Mrs. Arnette co 
moment lie fallow. 

“Antic, what do your people permit 
:awL U4 be ft>wy< 
asj^edl r® intty-H vc 
amks: in the <cark oflSe back seat, 
Sanjiv could not see Mrs. Arnette’s hint 
of a sly smile. 

1 


let such a 


omen?” she 
Dair| of Manolo 




“Well. I thought tftat it was proba- 
bly just-desserts to send them all to 
Palestine — that would teach ever y o n e 
lere a lesion or two. But 

a ¥ i liol e nW^oup*sarfdv 

hlnttannon onni suspect. So we’d have to absorb them 
UIU l Wll I alJ-bUIII here in the hill country. Like refugees.” 

or a check Still, that satisfied voice. 

W / VO * 1 J r ad^r^fesl to : ^ ^ nig^^settt^around ther 

I AlnngJixni-h Tie irlltrlg Him of tf 

Blotter Subscriptions Eldorado in the distance, the scrit of 
1010 Hale St. cicadas and chirrup of crickets joined in 

Durham, NC 27705 philharmonic song. 


Garry Somers is Leakin’ always 

1 this mag^zinJL b it dually with 
poems. In fact, this is the first one he 
didn’t throw out. He wants to give 
some credit to a clever neice who 
helped him edit this piece while they 
vere on family va ration at Fdisto. 

Ann Meilahn (next page) is a 
theatre scenic designer who works 
withT^jisuc k,ds and waitresses 
c 1 tne side to pay th >e lousy bills. 
Her emblem in life is the phoenix. 
Go figure. 
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The Bird 

by Ann Meilahn 


s the bird flew over her head, she watched its wings bleeding a fire 
f '^TlljbY-orangt blood that glistened in the haste of travel Althonnh 



a: , 

/ Vmgh in the sters, sne oo'.'id sse into its eyes and feel its ouch of 
truth ancretecsing*-^ I N— ^ ^ 

Suddenly, a magnificent display of swoops and shuffles provided her with 
a settled slice of rice paper in her hand. She looked down and saw it, not 
understanding how she could have received something, without feeling a 
twinge in the brtathieg»s^c yit^i, night. The feature was: gone, and the ifark- 
ness was e' §rrrore s lent and thick with cowardice tnan befor 5 this moment. 

The plastic lawn chair in which she sat was the only light in the seeming 
distance, its white gloss radiating a gloom of heaven and a forebodance of 
discovery. Even as she looked at the letters, she could not read them in her 
own eyes. Sb|£ pretended tgjne that bir dl lo oming, stalking the words 
from above^-J 

The peac° aaeJelt Is a heii;g with wingc was foreign to anything Jhe’d 
hailed before in life, and the taste of tranquility was so delicious as to promote 
a desire never to return to her body again. The air above was cool, precious 
next to her ckin, her pores like c i; tter on the brunt of steel. Her feet felt the 
delicious: icon o f ii,e dpwrad g ass, tic after-rain mid crawHm s*;e 
between her tots. Yet in her mind’s eye, it was not earth, bu aiffFiai cuddled 
her pinkies. 

This bird she became softly fell over the breast of the woman she was. It 
settled its glance on the tip of the page, awaiting her fortitude with extraordinary 
summons. The breeze rustled the old-fast ioned cotto l nig htgown of her youth. 
It still fit her demure fram?, a nH ;ho ie rufles flitted cbse to her :;kin. ihe li 
between herj^s cam^ zmmsA' aidwip’tion. She dfdo>fe c| shL cauM-evi 
possibly be ready to read the fortune entombed in this message, even as she 
knew the love and heart of her would be forever changed from the soul of its text. 

She sat, listening to the silence of the night, unable to tear lovely green 
amber eyes ;ff the edge between word anc ai.\ She was tou t-epid to lo< 
at the flatness of the she et or fear the corne r of her soul Window may revea 
something shlTWas not f§ady 10 see. Or feel.' Or fear. t>ne did not know hov 
to distinguish these emotions from each other and she felt the strong woman 
in her rise up from her core in response. 

The dominance of this side of her boasted the strength of agility in cir- 
cumstance ' c nd the dis posit or to aucSesi. In diminished certitudes, her 
rescuer vas the war ioiLwpo coold wajjl ofLevils from w j^ie h ehe ooijj not 
protect herself. Tonight her soldier arrived, as if on the wings of a bird, to be 
her safety. She came to force the openness of understanding into the light. 

This wild woman inside her invoked all thf strength she’d ever grown or 
known. In p eparation che felt the cavity of her earthy carcass fi'ling with th 
life of pure energy and gondr ess and nope. She fel li a> live at the same tim 
as her eye slid slightly down and processed llllll first word, trie Only word, h 
essence needed, for freedom 

Create. 




The Blotter Magazine is 
living a wav ten day 
passe ^ to the 

GrassRoots Festival 

1 oityy.7-10. 


All tickets are 
lay q£ the 




ood any 
festival, 
lo v errag.com 
and purchase a $2 “virtual 
raffle ticket” securely 
through PayPal. Double 
our chances to^j^i by 

tion 



rchasins 
to 


sub >cr 
ie blotter. 




Chances of winning depend on number of 
tries. Winner chosen at random from all 
d. Ojdjne “virtual raffle” sales 
IgW^entries. Contest ends at 
idVight, July 13 Winn^j chosen by noon 
on Julyz4 ana will be notified by e-mail. 
Tickets will be mailed to the address provid- 
ed. Contest is open to everybody over 18, 
but Marty, John, and Jenny will not enter. 





Four Days of Music Art & Dance 

Oct * 7, 8, 9, 10, 2004 

Sill t Hope , North Carolina 

Del McCcury 
Donm the Buffalo 


Roots Rock African Cajun Blue grass Zydeco Old Time Latin Native American Country Reggae 
Four Stages Forty Bands Camping Foods Grafts Kids Area E'ance Tent Coffee Bam Workshops 


Preston Frank 
Katherine Whalen 
Larry Keel 
Mamadou Diabate 
Snake Gil Medicine Show 
The Ne^er 
Lonesome Sisters 
Tires Chic as 
Big Fat Gap 
Keith Secola 
Cool John Ferguson 
Thad Cockrell 
Kusun Ensemble 
Two Dollar Pistols 


Tickets and info: 

91 9 - 542-81 42 
www.arassrootsfest.orq 



S ilvriu; Slaughter, pod 1 aid author of the novei, ";weet 
pieo^ M has oompo;ed, produced end performed a 5S 
song rock opera thd tTaveJ; ;pace, rime, and thro* 
decades of pop music wherein a roma"itic approad^es 
unconditional love in a world fa;dnrfed with illu;ion;. 

Hif soulful rock, [an, rave, famba, R&B, and country ■£ 
western songs bn m with honesty, insist, beauty, end 
hypnotic rhythms. Sardonic, yet unfashionably tender, 
Slau^-iter'; vocal; evoke ;ty1i;t; Lou Reed, Bryan Ferry, 
Charles Ainavour, end even Presley; hi; pierdng ;ong; 
eudenoe Influence; from Joni Mitchdl, Elvi; CwteJIo; and 
fil m icon; Ennio Morriconeand Pino Donaggio. Volume One 
offer; IS ;ong; thd tell the rfory of a man who fell in love, 
and found hi; love arrested, A man who fell to Earth. 
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